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	1. Chapter 1

_So for the record, this isn't a self-insert. I am much older, heavier, and prettier than Mark, the original character in this. At any rate, this has been kicking around my head for a few weeks now, so I figured what the hell, I'd post it up and see if I get flamed and how badly. I've only recently gotten back to writing again, so I've been treating any mental drek as story gold if I actually get it written. I kind of have an idea where this story is going, and yeah, I do sort of intend a pair-up between Raven and Mark. Right now I've been concentrating on making sure there's no chance in hell of Mark becoming a Gary Stu. Also, this is my first foray into first-person POV story-telling, so it's a bit of an experiment. For the most part, it's rough as hell and I'm not sure I've caught all spelling or grammar mistakes. _

_Constructive reviews are most welcome. _

_-MeatLips_

* * *

><p>I couldn't help but look around the small office as I sat before the desk. My stomach was doing flip-flops. That morning, I had thrown-up from anxiety, so at the very least my stomach was empty at that point.<p>

I glanced down at my ill-concealed paunch. I could easily admit to myself that I wasn't in the greatest shape. At 5'8", I could have stood to drop twenty pounds or so. It's like most people I that I know who went to college came out in good shape or at least attempted to stay in shape once they left the pristine campus of university life. Me? I went to college and studied computer science and engineering while relatively in good shape. I came out four years later twenty pounds overweight. I guess living off of pizza and Ramen noodles will do that to you. Meh.

I took off my glasses and nervously cleaned them. Yeah, I was anxious. Who wouldn't be? The opportunity to work with genuinely certified super-heroes was like a wet dream to me. Ok, maybe "wet" is a poor choice of words, but it hardly belied my excitement at being there.

I put my glasses back on and tried my damndest to not stare in sheer awe at the half-metal man behind the desk who was reading through my resume on a tablet. This was Cyborg, man! Cyborg! I had followed the exploits of the Teen Titans since my last year of high school and all through college. Even though Cyborg was only a year younger than me, he was my hero. Hell, all the Titans were my heroes. I wasn't exactly the most popular dude in high school, so my outlet was the world of superheroes. Not like you could avoid them since they were always on the news and all over the web. I guess I was kind of shy, but whenever I got home I'd be all over the Titan's official site to see what they had been up to.

I guess I ought to put a little backstory here as to why I was sitting in Titan's Tower in the bay at Jump City. I certainly wasn't there to interview for a position on the team itself. Life had tossed me a few curveballs, but any sort of meta-human abilities or martial skill wasn't one of them. I'm a Boston boy, born and bred. I went to Gotham University in Gotham on a small technology scholarship and studied CompSci. When I got out, I managed to get an internship at Wayne Technologies, a subsidiary of Wayne Enterprises. After being there a year, I transitioned to a full time gig at Wayne Tech. The salary wasn't too bad and I made enough to keep my cat Melvin in food and litter while I paid off my exorbitant school loans.

I had just turned 23 when my boss called me into his office and asked if I would be interested in moving to the west coast. There was a position opening up at a secure site in Jump City. I just had to fly out for an interview and if they liked me, I'd be transferred. There would be a bit of a pay bump and Wayne Tech would cover moving costs. Naturally I was totally into this. Little did I realize who I'd be working for.

"So, Mark," Cyborg said, looking up from my resume, "I just have a few questions."

He put down the tablet and folded his big metal hands together. He focused his human eye on me, while I could swear that his artificial eye was scanning me up and down.

"If I wanted to upgrade the network here at the Tower, what would you suggest as a network design? Let's talk speed, hardware, and security."

I thought for a moment before answering.

"That's easy. I'd run 10G BaseT to every room."

Cyborg raised an eyebrow. Well, his only eyebrow.

"BaseT, huh? Why not fiber?"

"Well sir," I said, "Copper cat6A is backwards compatible with 1000-BaseT, so anyone could plug their laptop or desktop into any wall port. Assuming they didn't want to use the wireless network."

"How would you architect it?"

"Well, Wayne Tech makes a switch that has port speed support of 100/1000/10000 copper twisted pair. So I would put a 24 port model on each floor and run 40G fiber cross connects to them."

"So run a cross connect to each switch as opposed to running them in serial?"

I shrugged. "You could run them in serial, and it probably would be less expensive, but if you lose a switch on any floor, you would lose connectivity to the floors above it."

Cyborg smiled. "So that's speed and hardware. What about security?"

"My boss back on the east coast told me this was a secure site," I said, "I wouldn't even be here without security clearance Wayne Tech got for me. So I would expect to use at least two of Wayne Tech's military grade firewall appliances in a two tiered configuration. I would also firewall off the wireless network. Internal shielded hardwire is more secure than broadcast wi-fi, so it would need to be protected at your primary gateway, hence the two tiered config."

Cyborg stood up and held out his hand. He gave me a big grin.

"Awesome. You're hired. When can you move out here?"

I stood up, feeling victorious. I grasped his big metal hand in mine and gave it a hearty shake.

"I just gotta find a place to stay in the city, then I can move out immediately."

Cyborg arched that eyebrow again. "They didn't tell you?" he asked.

"Tell me what?"

He let go of my hand and gestured around the office.

"We have a room for you here," he said, "you'd be staying here at Titan's Tower."

"Really?" I exclaimed, "I mean, yeah! That's awesome!"

I stopped for a moment. "Hey, is it alright if I bring my cat? I'll keep him in my room. He won't get underfoot or anything, and I'll make sure he doesn't shed on anything!"

Cyborg chuckled. "Dude, we got a changeling on the team that can change into any animal. We're not worried about cat hair."

"Oh yeah," I said, "Beast Boy!"

"Oh, you know about us?"

"Come on man, you guys are the Teen Titans! You guys are like my heroes!" I grinned, "But I swear, I won't let any hero worship interfere with my work. I am a professional, so I will limit my awe-filled stares to off-hours."

Cyborg laughed as he came around the desk. He put a big steel mitt on my shoulder.

"How old are you, Mark?" he asked.

"I just turned 23."

"So you're only a year or so older than me, and I'm the oldest one on the team." He gave my shoulder a squeeze that brought tears to my eyes. I hid the pain. "So I think you'll fit in just fine with the rest of us. It's gonna be a bit of a learning curve for us too. You'd be the first civilian to live here."

A week later, Melvin (my cat) and I moved into our new digs in Titan's Tower. Cyborg took me around to introduce me to the Teen Titans. I made sure I wore my best outfit, nice slacks, dress shirt, and my Doc Martens shoes, (which were in dire need of being replaced with a pair that didn't look beaten to hell) and I groomed and neatened my mustache and beard. No, I didn't have a neck-beard. I had one of those short but neatly groomed face warmers most IT guys seemed to be issued like standard equipment. My mother and sister always told me they hated my beard, but I liked it. I felt it gave my face character. It also did a good job of hiding the roundness of my cheeks which I had hoped would go away once I dropped some weight.

The Teen Titans are simply an awesome group of kids. The youngest at the time was Beast Boy and the oldest was Cyborg, with everyone else sort of falling in between. Robin was the first to greet me. He was about my height, but powerfully built. Not overly muscular, but I could feel this steel-like strength when I shook his hand. In some ways he reminded me of some of the douche-bag jocks I knew in high school, but unlike them, Robin had this relaxed confidence and this graceful way of moving. Almost like a predator. He had this weird aura that wasn't quite alpha-male, but I could easily see why he was the leader of the group. This was a man who always seemed like he would know what to do, no matter the situation.

Beast Boy was the second Titan I met. He was a bit shorter than me, but he also exuded an easy confidence born from years of experience with a top notch team.

"Dude! So you're like our new resident geek?" He grabbed my hand and gave me a lopsided grin which exposed a fang. "Welcome aboard!"

"Indeed! Welcome to the onboard!" Starfire had floated over and I was immediately struck by her exotic beauty. I decide that her online pics never did her true justice, even though I had always thought she was beautiful in those. Tall, orange-skinned, with flaming red hair that cascaded down her back like a molten waterfall and green eyes that seemed to glow with delight.

Cyborg looked around the main operations room. "You know where Raven is, Star?" he asked.

"I believe she is in her room," Starfire responded. She shrugged with a gentle rolling of her exposed shoulders. "she said she did not want to be disturbed."

"Oh well," Cyborg said, turning back to me, "I'm sure you'll meet her later."

"Yeah, later," I replied. I will admit that I was really disappointed. Of all the Titans, in my deepest darkest heart, it was always Raven who was my favorite. Back in my last year of high school I had carried a major torch for that reclusive Titan. Being four years younger than me made it awkward to remind myself that Raven was only 14 when I first became aware of the Teen Titans. Hey, I was only 18 and not prone to dating anyone at the time. I did have a girlfriend in college who was into the whole Goth scene. But I'll never admit that I only dated her because she reminded me of Raven. At any rate, I still harbored some feelings for that dark Titan, but I was smart enough and professional enough to think there was no chance of anything happening between her and me. Afterall, she's a Teen Titan and a reluctant celebrity with a suprisingly large following online. I was just some schlub computer engineer with a paunch.

"Oh, friend Mark!" Starfire suddenly said, pulling out her cellphone, "I shall send you the friend invite on the Facebook!" She looked at me with a wide grin that reached up to her amazing eyes. "Will you accept the invite?"

"Of course!" I replied with a returned smile.

"Glorious!"

* * *

><p>Three days later, I was standing on a rickety step ladder and staring at a crooked length of plastic conduit above the drop ceiling on the 7th floor of Titan Tower, about nine feet from the floor. The conduit was supposed to snap together and drop into a U-shaped bracket that was screwed to the ceiling. It was open conduit, meaning you would lay the wires in it from the top, but you couldn't see them from the bottom. I just had to move it like a half inch. Barely. Proper procedure would have me climb back down, grab my power screwdriver, climb back up, disassemble the conduit and properly align it. But the power screwdriver was down on the floor nine feet away from the bracket and all I needed to do was shift it, just a little. Also, I'm a lazy dipshit.<p>

I wedged my flathead screwdriver behind the bracket and tried to shift the conduit.

"Come on, you douche-bag," I muttered. I applied more weight to the screwdriver and conduit. I could feel it slightly flexing. "Oh come on, you fucker."

Murphy's Law and I never got along. Personally, I always thought Murphy was a pessimistic dick. Sort of a "glass half empty" kind of guy. It's just that he was often right, at least his stupid law was.

The step ladder fell away and clattered to the floor of the hallway leaving me hanging nine feet up from a length of plastic conduit that was never designed to bear the body weight of a human. Especially someone who could stand to drop twenty pounds. Then it snapped like a dry twig.

"Oh sh-!"

I landed on my back and lay there stunned for a moment, trying to regain my wind. Then my stupid flathead screwdriver fell point first towards my face. Fortunately, it stopped mid-air about an inch from my left eye. I noticed it was encased in some kind of black energy field or something. It was surreal. I had never seen anything like it. So I lay there like an idiot, staring at my floating screwdriver. Then I heard a dry feminine voice.

"Are you alright?"

I lifted my head and stared up and found myself looking up at the elusive fifth Titan. Raven. She stood there looking down at me. In one pale elegant hand, she held an open book with two more books held under her other arm. She wore her customary dark blue cloak with the hood down, revealing her face. I quickly jumped up and grabbed my floating screwdriver.

"Um, y-yeah!" I stammered, "Yeah, I'm ok!"

Magazine articles, pictures on the web, nothing, nothing could compare to meeting Raven in person. She was shorter than me, probably around 5'3" or so. Her face had this delicate elfin-like beauty that was framed by her dark purple hair which seemed to hang down into points just below her pointed chin. Her eyes were like a pair of amethysts set into her heart-shaped face and a single red bindi jewel rested just below the point of her delicate widow's peak.

She stared intently into my face, her eyes seeming to bore right through to my soul, before she cleared her throat. I mentally slapped myself for staring.

"You must be Mark, the IT guy?" Raven asked.

"Um yeah!" I said. I stuck out my hand awkwardly. "It's nice to meet you, Raven! I'm Mark, the IT guy, which you already know..."

She arched a single elegant eyebrow. Then she closed her book and tucked it with the books under her other arm before grasping my hand in a brief handshake. Her hand felt small in mine, but her grip was strong and warm.

"Nice meeting you," Raven said. She let go of my hand and walked around me. "Try to avoid any more falling tools. It's still only your first week here."

"Yeah," I muttered, watching her disappear down the hallway, "I'm such an awkward asshole. Good job, Mark."

* * *

><p>My "office," if you could call it that, was just a room next to my living space. Cyborg had stenciled my name on my door, and on my office door, he had stenciled "IT." Now I won't lie. I hate doing desktop support. I studied with and primarily used Linux as my main operating system on my computers as well as my work and personal laptops. I became so Windows illiterate, that I had to take bit of an online course to remember how to do stuff outside of terminal windows. Suffice to say, one of my minor responsibilities was to do desktop support. Cyborg had promised me that we could hire some outside help to come in as a desktop support specialist, but not immediately. The overall plan was to expand the Titans team by bringing in new and younger heroes, hence the infrastructure build-up. Apparently the JLU was considering expanding the resources and responsibilities of the Teen Titans to include larger areas of the West Coast and not just Jump City, though Jump City kept the Titans plenty busy.<p>

At any rate, the following Monday morning after I finally met my favorite Titan, I found myself staring at a battered laptop and a woeful looking Beast Boy.

"So, can you fix it?" BB asked with hope in his green eyes.

"I don't know," I said, "Besides being old, what's wrong with it?"

"Well, everything runs so slow on it, and I keep getting pop-ups."

I turned on the laptop and waited for it to come online. Almost immediately after login, all kinds of porn-related pop-ups inundated the desktop. It was almost impossible to do anything. I took my glasses off and rubbed my eyes.

"Dude," I said, putting my glasses back on, "I get it. You're sixteen. Porn is awesome. But you can't just click the 'ok' button on everything that comes up."

"But I don't surf porn!" Beast Boy exclaimed. I arched an eyebrow at him and his ears drooped. "Ok, so maybe I like going to some sites..."

I popped open his history folder.

"Youporn, Porntube, Redtube," I rambled off, "And what the hell is this?"

He came around my desk to see what I was looking at, then turned a shade of red that I didn't think was possible on green skin.

"TeenTitansErotica?" I asked, "You go to fanfiction porn sites about your own team?"

Beast Boy sighed, then finally shrugged. "Yeah, I do. I'm not ashamed to admit it. Some of the stuff those people write is pretty good."

"Really?" I replied, flabbergasted.

"Look," Beast Boy said with an annoyed tone, "I know you think I'm just a kid. But it's like the only relationships I'll ever be able to be involved in are the ones written on sites like this!"

"Dude, you're like sixteen," I said, "You don't think you'll find a girlfriend? Do you have any idea how many fans you have out there? You're freaking Beast Boy! There are girls by the hundreds that would murder each other to have your baby!" I arched an eyebrow at him again, "Unless you prefer boys? I mean that's totally ok and nothing to be embarassed about."

Beast Boy narrowed his green eyes at me. "First of all, eww. No, I don't prefer dudes. Second of all, there's like no chance for me to go out and meet any real women. I'm kind of recognizable, you know?"

"Yeah, but you don't need to live vicariously through fanfiction sites," I said, "Look, I didn't even start dating until I was in college."

"I totally see that."

"Hey, I will admit that I wasn't the sexy bearded ladies man back in high school that I am today," I said with a glare, "But I was in good shape and I sort of knew how to talk to people."

"Do you have a girlfriend now?"

"Well, no," I admitted, "but I haven't given up trying."

I looked back at his laptop. "Anyway... you have to admit it is a little weird to be reading fanfiction about yourself." I paused for a moment. "What's good on here?"

Beast Boy grinned and grabbed the mouse. "First of all, you wouldn't believe the amount of fanfiction here about me and Raven having a thing!"

"Really?" I repeated.

"Yeah!" Beast Boy responded. He clicked a few links. "There's tons of epic stories, though the lemon scenes are kind of creepy."

"The hell is a lemon scene?"

"Seriously?" Beast Boy's eyes widened as he looked at me. "Those are the sex scenes, dude!"

I raised my eyebrows at this. "Why do they call them 'lemon scenes?'"

"I don't know," Beast Boy admitted, "It doesn't really matter anyway. I mean look at all this! It goes back years!"

He clicked another link.

"There's lots of different shippers here," he said, "Lot's of stuff with Rob and Star, or Rob and Raven, and even Cyborg and Bumble Bee."

"Wow," I murmured, staring at all the story links.

"Yeah, the consensus seems to be that Robin and Starfire would be a thing." Beast Boy chuckled, "It's kind of funny they turned out to be right."

"Those two are together?"

"Yup," Beast Boy said, "But it's not really a public thing, so shut-up about it." He closed a couple of porn pop-ups. "I don't really like the ones about me and Raven. She's like an older sister to me." He shook his head. "I can't really imagine banging her."

"So... she's single?" I said with some forced nonchalance.

Beast Boy looked at me for a moment. Then he laughed. "Dude, seriously? You got the hots for Rae?"

I could feel my face getting red. Good thing I had the facial fur to hide some of that.

"I will admit to nothing," I replied with a huff, "Even under pain of torture. Also, if you mention that to anyone, I will personally make sure the only sites you will be able to access in the future will be nothing but muppet porn."

"Point taken. So about my laptop..."

I closed his laptop down and turned to my computer screen.

"Beast Boy, I'm going to do you a favor and just open a purchase order to get you a new machine." I nodded to his dilapidated laptop. "That one is older than dirt, has sticky keys, and enough porn and viruses to make Symantec cry. I'm going to transfer what I can to your new laptop when it comes in and physically burn that old one because I believe that to be the only way to keep it from coming back from hell."

I turned back to face Beast Boy. "Also, I will show you the proper browser plugins you need to surf porn securely so you don't jack your new one up, no pun intended."

Beast Boy grinned. "Awesome! So when would I get it?"

"I'll let you know when it's in. Begone from my sight for now, and take that abomination with you. Oh, and keep it on the guest wi-fi if you insist on using it whilst spanking the mini-beast. It's an isolated network."

* * *

><p>Emotion was something Raven was very familiar with. It often manifested to her empathic abilities as colors and deep-rooted feelings in her gut that she would often shut out in order to maintain the order and sanctity of her inner-mind. Over the years she had become quite familiar with the other people she shared an abode with. With Robin it was the blue of a calm sea that showed his confidence in his abilities and his teammates. Starfire presented an almost fiery orange that showed her range of contentment and joy. Beast Boy gave off a static forest green that would sometimes spike with brown and reds whenever he felt mischievous. Cyborg gave off a static light blue that would also spike with brown and reds, especially when he and Beast Boy were playing a game together or playing pranks. The colors would tend to personify the personalities of her teammates.<p>

Lately, there was a new set of colors and emotions that kept popping up on Raven's empathic radar. The new IT guy. His color range seemd to flow between a whimsical yellow to a muted green when he was content or happy with something. However, his confidence seemed to drop whenever Raven saw him. She felt him become embarassed or unsure of himself and he'd have some difficulty speaking with her. Granted, Raven had only met him a few times, so it wasn't really a big sample to examine, but at the very root of the emotional swings was his obvious infatuation. With her.

Raven wasn't entirely sure what to make of that feeling. Whenever she traveled in public with the other Titans, she kept her empathic abilities muted, but at home she didn't bother. So discovering someone was attracted to her romantically was, well, weird. It wasn't that Mark was unattractive. He was a little chubby, but kind of cute. He had a kind face and nice eyes. Not really the type to go hit on someone. Kind of shy, actually.

She sat lotus style in her room, floating steadily and unmoving a foot above the floor. There was a time when her mind felt fractured and her emotions were personfied as mirrored reflections of herself. Her meditations back then were geared for maintaining a tight control over her emotional clones lest her powers became erratic or out of control. Since her final confrontation with Trigon a few years back, Raven's emotions seemed to slowly merge and her fractured mind healed. Now in the inner sanctum of her mind she found a peaceful calm permeating her soul, especially when she meditated. She could collect her thoughts, analyze her experiences in an objective manner, and file her insights away for later introspection if she chose.

"Azarath, Metrion, Zinthos," Raven murmured, her eyes closed.

Her calming meditation was interrupted by the loud klaxxon alarm of a Titan alert blasting through the tower.

* * *

><p>I don't think I'll ever get used to that alarm. I was sitting in front of my computer, deep in coding mode. Whenever I start coding something, I tend to become hyper-focused, often to the exclusion of all else. I was mechanically lifting my cup of lukewarm coffee to my face, my mind walking the eldritch depths of Java application programming, when that alarm klaxxon started screaming. It even had a spinning red light right next to my office door. I had originally thought it to be a fire alarm.<p>

My coffee splashed all over my face as I jumped.

"FUCK!"

I raced out of my office door and into my room where I grabbed Melvin (who was also startled and not too happy to be grabbed) off the bed. Then I ran into the hall towards the stairs when the klaxxon suddenly stopped. I stopped as well and looked around. Melvin expressed his displeasure with me by yowling.

Do I evacuate? I wondered, Am I supposed to wait outside for the fire department or something?

My musings were interrupted by the buzzing ring of my cell. I grabbed it off my belt and answered.

"H-hello?"

"Mark, it's Cyborg."

"Oh, dude!" I exclaimed, "was that the fire alarm?"

"No, it was a Titan alert. The team has to head into the city to do our thing."

"Ahhh," I responded. I walked back into my room and dropped Melvin on the bed. He gave me his usual glare before jumping off and crawling underneath to sulk at the indignity.

"Anyway," Cyborg said, "we'll be back in a little while."

I could hear the sound of the T-car revving in the background, followed by a "TITANS GO!" from Robin. Then the call disconnected.

I glanced back at the bed where Melvin was hiding. "The life of a superhero, huh Mel?" He growled as I went into my bathroom to grab a towel.

Around 7pm that evening, I sat in the common room that was the main entertainment/dining area for the Teen Titans. I was working on my laptop when I heard the elevator ding. The doors slid open and disgorged five weary looking Teen Titans. They didn't look so great either. Robin was sporting some fresh bruises on his face and his trademarked spikey hair was mussed up. His uniform was dirty and had some rips in the sleeves and there was a nasty looking gash on his arm that disappeared into his right glove. Starfire had dirt on her cheeks and uniform as well. Beast Boy and Cyborg were scuffed and dirty as well as bruised, and even Raven, normally nonplussed, had some jagged rips in her cloak, though her face was hidden by her hood. She looked to be the most tired one of them all.

I stood there in my dress shirt and khakis wearing my stupid bunny slippers (which I had originally kept because I thought they made me seem whimsical and funny) feeling like an asshole. I wondered if anybody really appreciated what these kids went through when they went out on those alerts. I took out my cell and walked over to them as they gathered around the table.

Robin looked up at me. "Hey Mark," he said, "sorry if the alarm bell startled you earlier. We're just going to debrief here and-"

"I'm ordering you guys pizzas," I said firmly, "my treat."

All five of the Teen Titans looked up at me in surprise.

"Cyborg, you like meat lovers, right?" I asked, dialing my phone, "Tofu and non-dairy for BB, pineapple and olive for Star... I'll also get a couple of plain cheese, a pepperoni, and a mixed veggie."

Beast Boy stared at me, wide-eyed. "Dude... why are you getting us pizzas?"

"Yeah," Robin wondered. He had a puzzled expression on his face. "I'm not complaining, and it's certainly appreciated, but why are you buying us pizza?"

"It's past seven," I answered, "you guys look like hell, so I doubt you've eaten..."

I took a deep breath. "And I wanted you guys to know that I appreciate what you do. It's a hard job. People can be dicks, but you all still risk your necks for them. I know I'm only here as your friendly neighborhood IT guy, but you guys are my heroes."

I kind of felt like a tool, laying it out for them, but that feeling quickly dissipated when I saw the grin spread across Robin's face. That grin spread to Beast Boy and Cyborg, and Starfire's eyes lit up with her usual joy rekindled.

"Thank you, Mark," Robin said.

I glanced over at Raven and saw that even she was looking intently at me from under her hood. Her expression seemed thoughtful.

The pizzas ended up costing me about seventy bucks with tip. Who knew that we could get delivery way the hell out here? However, it was worth every penny to be able to sit with the Teen Titans and listen to them laugh and talk about the things they've done. Well, listen to most of them. Raven didn't say much, but she stayed at the table with us and ate pizza. I had gotten the impression she would normally disappear to her room, but she stuck around for this impromptu pizza party. I did warn the Titans that I couldn't treat them to pizza all the time. I'm actually quite poor.

Later that evening I got the awesome opportunity to sit and chat with Robin and Cyborg. The other Titans retired to clean up and get some rest, but Robin and Cyborg were the oldest on the team. I think they felt some kind of grown-up kinship with me since I was only a year older than Cyborg. I didn't have the heart to tell them that they seemed more adult than me. Also, Cyborg opened the bottom compartment of the fridge and produced some Sam Adams. Cherry Wheat, to be exact.

"Now wait a minute," I said, after I watched Robin sit back and down a quarter of a bottle, "Isn't one of you still underage?"

Robin belched.

"I'm going to look the other way this time," Robin replied, "but that underaged person better not let me catch them drinking again."

Cyborg and I laughed at that.

"But seriously," Robin continued, "I don't drink a lot. Maybe a beer once in a while, but that's really it."

He winced as he stretched out his bandaged arm. "Too much alcohol is not good for anyone, and I can't risk being impaired in any way."

I looked over at Cyborg.

"What about you, boss? What's your excuse?"

Cyborg emptied his bottle and belched loud enough to vibrate the table.

"I just drink this stuff for the taste," he replied, "my body processes alcohol so fast, I don't even have time to get a blood alcohol level over .001, much less get a buzz."

Robin slid his empty bottle between his hands, back and forth across the table.

"We always have to be careful with addictive substances," he said with a thoughtful look, "it's too easy to find ways to blunt the worst parts of what we do. I've known at least a few major heroes who were alcoholics or drug addicts."

Robin looked up into my face. His intent gaze spoke of weary experience.

"The police usually only call us when there's a meta-human involved. Today we fought a guy named Cinderblock. We've tangled with him before. He's big, strong, made of concrete. For whatever reason, he showed up on a busy street downtown and started throwing cars around." Robin rubbed his chin. "Bad guys like him only turn up for some purpose. They rarely show up to just tear shit up. There's always a reason." Robin glanced over at Cyborg. "I'm going to have to run a check on any reports of weird activity going on around the city."

Robin stood up and stretched, then dropped his empty bottle in the recycling bin. He turned to me and put a hand on my shoulder.

"Once again, thank you for the pizzas Mark," he said, "You have no idea how much we appreciated it."

With that, Robin turned and headed off to bed. I glanced over at Cyborg.

"You guys looked like someone had ripped off your lunch money when you came back."

"Yeah, that's what happens when a fifteen foot concrete douche-canoe throws cars at you," he said, putting the rest of the beer away, "And the owners of said cars get pissed off and think it's your fault."

My eyes widened at that.

"Man, that's total bullshit."

"Hm. I guess your perspective changes when you see your $80,000 Tesla get thrown at a superhero and that hero just gets everybody out of the way instead of catching it."

Cyborg leaned against the counter and looked at me.

"Seriously though," he said, "buying us those pizzas was super awesome. Robin had gotten clipped by a car and got hurt pretty bad. The rest of us weren't doing so hot either, but Raven was able to heal the worst of it. When we finally got Cinderblock secured, people were yelling at us like it was all our fault that Cinderblock had shown up. So yeah, we got back here feeling like total shit."

He held out his steel hand to me.

"My real name is Vic Stone. I only tell that to people I consider to be my friends."

I shook his hand again.

"Hi Vic, it's nice meeting you... again."

Cyborg grinned. "On a differnt note, we got a lot of big projects coming down the pike. You're definitely gonna be busy. Real busy."


	2. Chapter 2

_So I finally got a better idea of where this story is going, and I'm actually quite excited about it. It's proven to be an interesting challenge keeping Raven in character, but I'm also considering that she's older and more mature. It makes for an interesting experience writing her. Also, I got a hold of the Teen Titans Go! comic series that followed the show. It's given me a little more insight into her show persona. Also started re-watching all five seasons of the show to mine it for material on all the Titans._

_I'm not sure how long this story is going to be, but I don't intend any real teenage angsty fluff. I wanted to explore this as adults in adult relationships, though there is actually plenty of angst in adult relationships too. :-) However this story may center on Mark and Raven, there's gonna be plenty of stuff going on. Hopefully, I won't bore anybody with my heavy technical engineering crap. I think it's important to the story, but who wants to read that shit all the time? I will promise this though: At no point will Mark join the Titans proper. He is who he is. No hidden potential to become a superhero crimefighter. No likely accidents to give him any super powers. He is going to remain the anti-Gary-Stu. _

_These chapters are subject to change when I find inaccuracies or come up with better writing. These are rough drafts. Any reviews or suggestions are gladly welcomed._

_**Disclaimer here:** I don't own any of these characters, except for Mark. I made him. He's mine._

_-MeatLips_

* * *

><p>At about six am, I was awakened from my repose by a sharp knock upon my door. I had fallen asleep with my tablet while reading an especially intriguing story on a certain changeling's favorite fanfiction site. My glasses were still on my face. Melvin meowed at me as I sat up from the bed and straightened my glasses. Glancing at the clock, I wondered who would be banging on my door that early. I usually didn't hang out the IT shingle until at least 9am.<p>

With a yawn, I stood up and shuffled to the door when it slid open revealing Cyborg and Robin.

I blinked. "You guys look remarkably chipper this morning. It's 6am. Am I fired or something?"

"Ha, you wish," Cyborg grinned, "or more likely after what we gots ta show ya, you'll be thanking your lucky stars!"

Robin also was smiling. The boy wonder (man wonder now?) stood with his arms crossed and looked at me.

"Get your shoes on and come with us," Robin said, "We've got a lot to cover."

Ten minutes later (hey, I wanted to brush my teeth) we rode the elevator to the bottom floor of the tower. At the first floor, the elevator stopped but didn't open its doors.

I blinked again. "Ok, so what are we doing?"

Robin flipped open a panel next to the doors revealing a key pad and a biometric palm scanner. He typed in a code and took off his glove to place his hand against the sensor. The elevators digital readout suddenly read ACCESS GRANTED and the elevator proceeded to sink down below the first floor.

"Wait," I said, glancing up at Cyborg, "There are more levels below the ground?"

"Just one," Cyborg responded, "And this one is going to be very relevant to your skill-set."

The doors opened. Beyond them, I saw a vast space. Everything was white and clean and loud with the sounds of many system fans in many racks and the underlying hum of an enterprise class HVAC. I staggered in and fell to my knees as I gazed out at the rows of racks loaded with advanced system hardware.

"Welcome to the JLU's west coast data aggregation facility," Robin said behind me, "You think he likes it, Vic?"

"I most certainly believe he does, Rob," Cyborg responded.

My eyes were tearing up. The well organized rows that were separated into hot and cold aisles, the clean and well organized network cabling that cascaded in neat bundles from the overhead caged conduits into each rack, the two world class UPS systems at the back of the room.

"It's beautiful," I whispered.

Robin and Cyborg each took an arm and helped me back to my feet. Then they guided me to a room on the left side that had a glass panel for a window. Inside, there was a large desk with four 24 inch monitors arrayed before a single keyboard and mouse. On the wall opposite the desk there were even larger monitors displaying power usage, bandwidth usage, and a virtual map of every system and their associated status. The loudness of the data center became greately muted when they closed the door.

"So here's the deal," Cyborg said, "This datacenter currently replicates from both the JLU's primary datacenter in Metropolis and the mainframes on the Watchtower. The plan is to build similar facilities at the other three Titan Towers, specifically Titans East, Titans North, and Titans South. What we need you to do is to work with the managers of those DCs and set up a virtual load balance. JLU doesn't want data in any centralized location, so they want all six sites to be load balanced for access from anywhere. Ultimately they want this to be their own cloud service."

"Care and feeding of this site is going to be your primary responsibility," Robin said, "It is a dark site, which is why you needed your security clearance, but it has high visibility from any member group in the JLU."

I gazed at Cyborg and Robin. "I'm so embarassed," I whispered, "All I got you guys was pizza."

Cyborg got me set up in the tower security system and biometric scanner. Then he pulled out the seat and offered it to me. Sliding into that seat felt like sliding into the drivers seat of a brand new Ferrari.

"So what's the backbone speed?" I asked as I sat down.

"100G InfiniBand dedicated," Cyborg said, "The Tower has 40G for its own interconnect, but it's segregated from this place."

I whistled. "That's a fat pipe. What's JLU using all this for computing power for?"

"Statistics, reports, data modeling, crime rate predictions, documentation, criminal profiles," Robin responded, counting each item off on his fingers, "Lots of data-mining too. Law enforcement agencies from around the world have links into this pile, so data is constantly exchanged with them. Basically, a lot of shit. The four Titans teams also use it and update the primary databases with our own data and reports."

"Wow," I whispered.

"Anyway, play nice and have fun," Cyborg said with a grin, "Don't break anything."

He and Robin left me to my own devices after that.

"Oh yeah," I murmured to the many screens, "Let's get acquainted. Show me those boobies, baby! Daddy wants a lapdance!"

The hours that followed I spent deep underground in that glass aquarium that I considered to be the Network Operations Center, or NOC. Emails, live chats with the other DCMs, coding and network design and implementation, I was buried in my work.

I didn't realize I had passed out until I felt someone grab my hair and lift my head from the keyboard where I had been filling line after line on the screen with nothing but the letter 'n.' I blearily opened my eyes and found a stunning pair of amethyst orbs staring into my face.

"Mark, you need to come back upstairs," Raven said.

"G-grah," I responded, "G-got a bit m-more to do here."

Raven sighed and pushed me back into my chair.

"I didn't want to have to resort to this," She crossed her arms, "But we have your cat. Either come upstairs now or Star is going to feed him to Silkie."

I blinked at the dark Titan.

"Wait, who is Silkie?"

Raven arched an eyebrow at that. "I guess you'd better come up and find out, huh?" She wrinkled her nose. "You probably want to hit the shower too, while you're at it."

_Awesome_, I thought, _I finally have a semi-conversation with Raven and I'm stinking with-_ "Wait, how long have I been down here?"

"A day and a half or so."

"Oh shit! Melvin must be starving!" I staggered to my feet. "I gotta get upstairs! Oh double-shit, he needs his medication!"

"Star has been taking care of Melvin," Raven said, "so he's not starving." She cocked her head. "What is he on medication for?"

I stumbled over my feet, almost falling. Damn, I really have been down here too long!

"I have to give him ten milligrams of prednisone every other day for his stomatitis."

We finally got into the elevator.

"What's stomatitis?" Raven asked.

"His gums and the back of his throat get inflamed and he gets really uncomfortable," I said, "He already had a bunch of teeth pulled, but the prednisone is really the only way to control it."

"Oh, I guess that explains why he felt much better after I healed him."

"I'm sure he would..." I turned to stare at her. "Wait, you healed him? You can do that?"

Raven shrugged. "Yes. His mouth was bleeding. Star thought he might have hurt himself. I could tell he was in pain because he was cranky."

"How did you know he was cranky?"

She gave me a funny look. "I'm an empath."

I felt my chest freeze. "So you can tell what people are feeling?"

"That's how it works."

"S-s-so you know how-"

"We're here," Raven said quickly as the doors slid open to the ninth floor, "Starfire has Melvin in her room. I'll see you later."

I watched wide-eyed as she opened a black portal in the hallway and disappeared abruptly.

_Oh fuck. Oh fuckity fuck. Oh fuckity fuckity fuck fuck fuck!_

I didn't think my face could get any redder by the time I got to Starfire's door.

"Oh friend Mark!" Starfire exclaimed as she opened her door, "The Melvin cat has been resting quite comfortably with Silkie!"

"There's that name again," I muttered, "who is Silkie?"

Starfire gestured towards two lumps on her bed. I could recognize one of the furry lumps as my cat Melvin, but the other looked rather odd. It was a little larger than Melvin, very pale, and had what appeared to be little antennae sticking out of it's head. Starfire floated over and swept the pale lump into her arms. She held it up.

"This is my little Bumgorf, Silkie!" she said proudly.

I stared at the thing. It looked like some kind of caterpillar. It had multiple legs, a furry body, and a large mouth with widely spaced teeth. It's tongue rolled out of it's mouth.

"Oh, my..." I stammered, "it's um, adorable."

"Silkie," Starfire said as she held up the caterpillar, "This is friend Mark! He is the new guy of the IT!"

I swear that thing smiled at me.

"He is very popular on the Instagram," Starfire said proudly, "Would you like to follow me on the Instagram?"

I smiled weakly. "My phone battery is dead right now, but I'll gladly follow you as soon as I'm able to."

"Wonderful!"

I took Melvin back to my room and deposited him on the floor. He gave me a narrow-eyed glare as if to ask me where the hell I'd been for the last few days. Then he went into the bathroom to hit up the litterbox. I plugged in my phone and turned it on. I was immediately inundated with numerous text and voice messages from Robin and Cyborg asking me when I planned to come up for air. The last text message was from Beast Boy.

**'asked Rae to get u frm where ever the hell u r. U owe me 1. BTW, my laptop in yet -BB'**

I sighed. I was feeling mortified. Raven was an empath. How the fuckity fuck could I have forgotten that? I figured she was completely aware of my schoolboy crush. The sheer magnitude of awkwardness involved here would blot out the sun. I wanted to go dig a hole somewhere and bury myself.

My phone rang and I grabbed it to answer.

"Hello?"

"Hey buddy," Cyborg's voice filtered through, "Glad to hear you aren't dead."

"Why did you guys let me stay down there for so long?"

"We figured you were grown up enough to come upstairs on your own. Also, it's kind of important work. For future reference though, you don't have to be down there to work on that stuff."

"Yeah," I sighed, "I know. It's just that when I get really focused on something, time seems to slip away from me."

"Anyway," Cyborg continued, "Get yourself cleaned up and come up to the rec room. We're going out tonight."

I blinked. "Wait, really?"

"Hell yeah, we're a team," Cyborg said, "We do team shit all the time. It's fun!"

"But I'm not a Titan."

"You might not be a card-carrying member of the Teen Titans, but you are part of our team and now part of our family. So get your ass in gear and get up here."

I swore I could hear him grin.

I got into the shower and cleaned up thoroughly. Then I got out and took a pass at my face with my trusty beard-trimmer. When I was satisfied that I no longer resembled Grizzly Adams, I flossed and brushed and then glared at my paunch in the mirror. Man... I tried holding my stomach in to see if it made a difference. Just seemed like the fat squeezed up into my man-tits. I hadn't really properly eaten in like thirty-six hours, aside from whatever snacks Cyborg had stocked in the minifridge down in the NOC. Seemed like it didn't matter to my gut.

_I gotta ask Robin if he could recommend an exercise regimen that would help burn off this shit,_ I thought.

I sighed, then exited the bathroom to get dressed. 

* * *

><p>There's no shortage of useful vehicles in the Titan's garage. I stood and stared in wonder at the technological marvel that was the T-Car.<p>

"Hey Vic," I said, "There's six of us, but it only looks like room for five in there. Am I riding in the trunk?"

Cyborg was wearing some dark jeans and a stylish sweater that hid most of his cybernetics.

"Nah," he said, "Robin and Star are going on Robin's bike. It's just gonna be you, me, Raven, and BB in the T-Car."

I glanced over to where Robin was climbing aboard his R-cycle. He was also dressed in clothing that seemed more relaxed. This seemed to be the trend for the entire team as Starfire came over to him wearing some jeans and a nice blouse. She giggled at something Robin said as he handed her a helmet and donned his own.

Beast Boy came over wearing a dark t-shirt and some cargo pants.

"We heading out?" Beast Boy asked.

"Just waiting on Rae," Cyborg said.

The Titan in question wandered into the garage in some jeans and sneakers and wearing a dark colored hoodie with the hood up. Her hands were stuffed in her pockets. It wasn't the most stylish outfit in the world, but to me she looked stunning. Though considering my feelings towards her, she could have wandered in wearing a dress made out of burlap and I'd still think she looked hot.

"I call shotgun!" Beast Boy exclaimed. He quickly jumped into the front passenger side of the T-Car. I almost missed the wink he gave me.

Titan's Tower is situated on an island in Jump City bay. The means of accessing it were via boat, air, or the mile long underground tunnel that led from their garage entrance to an entrance ramp on the main highway going into the city. I actually wasn't aware of this tunnel, since I first came to the island by boat taxi. Then again, I guess it made sense now. How else would they get their vehicles off the island?

_Maybe I should buy a car,_ I pondered. I decided to hit up craigslist and see if I could find something cheap and dependable.

"Dude, I'm the co-pilot," Beast Boy was saying, "That means I have full control of the radio!"

"You touch that tuner one more time, grass-stain," Cyborg replied, "you're gonna ride back in the glove compartment!"

"Come on, Vic! You gotta know the rules!"

"The rules say that I'm the driver, so I am GOD to you puny mortals while you ride within my domain," Cyborg growled back, "And GOD says leave the radio alone!"

I glanced over to Raven. The dark Titan was gazing out the window, seeming to be ignoring the two bickering in the front.

"Hey Raven," I began.

There was no response from my fellow passenger.

"Raven?"

Still no response. I wondered if she was ignoring me when she suddenly turned to look at me. She reached up into her hood and pulled out an earbud.

"Sorry, were you saying something?"

"Oh, I was just... I don't remember what I was going to say," I admitted sheepishly.

She arched an eyebrow at this, then she started to put the earbud back in.

"Um, what are you listening to?" I blurted.

Raven looked at me for a moment. Then she held up the earbud to me. I leaned over trying to ignore how close I was to her face and put the earbud in my own ear. I could hear the melodic sounds of classical piano music playing.

"Oh, that's cool," I said, handing the earbud back, "you like listening to classical?"

"Yup," Raven said, "It helps me clear my mind and stay focused. It's also pleasant to listen to."

She started to put the earbud back in when I interrupted her again.

"So... what piece are you listening to?"

Raven sighed and put the earbud down. She took out her phone and tapped the screen and then pulled out her other earbud.

"It was Moonlight Sonata. Beethoven's piano sonata number 14. Being performed by Rudolf Serkin."

I blinked. "Oh, that's cool," I said again stupidly, "I'm sorry if I'm bothering you."

"You aren't bothering me," Raven responded, "I just like to tune out those two meatheads when I'm in the car."

I mentally cast about for something to talk about, then blurted the first thing that popped into my head.

"So, I used to collect the Teen Titans action figures."

The bickering up front suddenly stopped and Cyborg looked at me from the rearview mirror. Beast Boy turned around in his seat to stare at me, and Raven, well, she was already looking at me with an unreadable expression on her face.

"Shut. Up." Beast Boy said, "There are action figures of us?"

"Yeah," I said, "I had all five of you. And the rare collectible blue Raven figure."

"Let me get this straight," Raven said, "You used to collect us as action figures, and there was a rare version of me?"

"Yup. The regular version of you had the blue cloak and hood and the black, uh, leotard," I said, fighting a blush, "but the rare version was one that was screwed up in manufacturing, so your leotard was blue as well."

Raven stared into my face for a moment.

"Sorry," she finally said, "but I have no idea what to say in response to being told there are action figures of me, or that you actually owned them."

"Tell me you still have them," Beast Boy said pleadingly.

"I still have them, and the full set of Titans bobble-heads."

"There's a bobble-headed version of me as well?" Raven murmured, "Well that's just ducky."

"Guess you weren't kidding when you said you were a fan, huh?" Cyborg chuckled, "Also, I gotta see my bobble-head."

"Do I need to point out that someone was merchandising the Teen Titans and we weren't aware of it?" Raven countered, "I don't recall getting any sort of licensing fee for my likeness."

"Good point," Cyborg said, "We should check our contracts when we get back."

"You guys signed contracts?" I asked.

"Yeah," Cyborg responded, "Teen Titans run under the umbrella of the JLU. When we officially became a team, we had to sign on with JLU in order to operate under their government charter. I'm guessing they probably own the rights to our images."

"What about the other Titan teams?" Beast Boy asked, "Do you have their action figures?"

I scratched my head sheepishly. "Well, I was already in my third year of college when you guys all brought down the Brotherhood of Evil, so I never got around to buying their action figures. Also, my roommate in college would have thought I was crazy."

"Action figures," Raven muttered, "how could that possibly be crazy?"

* * *

><p>We had pizza at a gourmet place called Alice's. Watching the Titans interact with each other over dinner made me realize how deep the bonds ran between these people. Cyborg was right. They really were like family. Cyborg and Beast Boy kept exchanging verbal jabs that left the others laughing, especially Starfire. Her laugh was rich and deep and her dazzling green eyes would reflect her mirth. Robin, who still wore his domino mask, would whisper things into Starfire's ear that would also make her giggle, before he would turn to the rest of the table to address some point or reference some story of their past escapades. Raven sat quietly, mostly listening to the others and sipping some herbal tea. Whenever one of Beast Boy's jokes landed in her direction, she would skillfully cut them down with a dry sarcastic remark that really showed the depth of her wit. But for the most part, she seemed content to be quiet. However, I could see a faint smile on her lips.<p>

"So, I want to propose a toast," Robin suddenly said. He lifted up his soda. "To our new IT guy." He grinned at me. "Welcome to the family, Mark!"

The other Titans also raised their glasses. "Welcome to the family!"

"You guys really know how to make a fellow feel welcome," I said, also raising my glass, "A month ago, I was just some nameless toolbag at Wayne Tech, and today I'm now the systems engineer for the Teen Titans!"

"Still a toolbag though, brah!" Beast Boy laughed.

"What was that, Beast Boy? You don't want your new laptop? You want me to send it back?"

"Ok ok!" Beast Boy said wide eyed, "I take it back, you're not a toolbag!"

"I am very glad you are now a part of our family," Starfire said, "I believe a group selfie is appropriate for this occasion! Everyone, gather together so that I might have all of our faces in the frame!"

We squeezed together as Starfire held up her phone. "Everyone, speak the cheese!"

I looked at the resultant picture. I actually didn't look too bad, in my own opinion. Maybe a little out of place. A pudgy schlub doing a peace sign while surrounded by extraordinary people. I needed a printout of this pic for my desk.

After dinner came the club on the waterfront. It was actually a refurbished warehouse. I'm not big on the club scene, but most of the Teen Titans were big fans of shaking it on the dancefloor. Despite Starfire's attempts to coax me out onto the dancefloor, I politely declined and sat down at one of the tables near the back of the club. With a beer. I didn't get to have beer often, but I was taking advantage of the bar in the club. They had an excellent IPA on draft. Perfectly cold and perfectly delicious.

"I'm not big on dancing either," Raven said dryly as she sat down at the table as well.

"My ex-girlfriend liked going to the more goth clubs," I said musingly, "There were a few near Gotham U. I never really could get into it. The few times I went with her the overall atomosphere was always really dark and dreary."

"I used to date a guy that was a consumate goth a few years ago," Raven responded. Her eyes followed the other Titans as they hammed it up on the dancefloor. "We liked a lot of the same things."

I think the beer was relaxing me a bit, making it feel easier to just talk to Raven without any of the usual anxiety.

"You actually don't seem very goth to me," I said, "what kinds of things did you have in common with that guy?"

"Philosophy, the pointlessness of the mundane things in life, poetry..." Raven looked at me with just the slightest hint of amusement in her amethyst eyes. "You know, goth stuff."

I finished off my beer.

"Well just crank up some Sisters of Mercy and let me get my black eyeshadow," I grinned at her, "and we'll totally cry together about our quiet suffering."

Raven glanced down at the empty beer glass. "How many beers have you had?"

I looked down and realized there were at least three empty 22 ounce glasses in front of me. No wonder I felt buzzed.

"Shit, I didn't realize I had that many," I replied, "I'd better get some water." I smiled back up at her. "No wonder it's been easier to talk to you."

Raven frowned a little at that. "So you're saying you need to be drunk to talk to me?"

"No, no, no," I stated, waving my hand. My arms felt a little weird, an obvious symptom of drinking a little too much. "I mean I normally get all anxious and tongue-tied when I try to speak to you. Oh, it's not because I don't like you, or you're just difficult to talk to, but because I like you a lot and my inhibitions are lowered a bit right now."

"I see." Raven's expression seemed unreadable.

"Yup," I said, "This is why I usually don't drink to excess, because I always get worried that I'm making an asshole out of myself and that I'll be judged for it the next day. That and when I try to walk, it feels like I'm using someone elses legs."

We watched the other Titans dancing for a moment. Beast Boy had morphed into a chimp, then a gorilla, and a llama, then back to a gorilla at which point he started literally swinging from the rafters. I looked at Raven again.

"Raven," I began, "I hope you don't think this is too forward of me, or that this is the beer talking, but I wanted to ask you something."

She focused her eyes on my face again.

"What's that?"

"Would you like to have dinner with me sometime?"

Raven arched an eyebrow at that. She studied my face for a few moments.

"Well, you certainly aren't the first drunk person to ever ask me out," she said wryly, "but you certainly are the most direct and polite. Sure, let's do dinner."

I felt a grin split my face. "Awesome! How about Friday night?"

"Ok."

_WIN_. I thought.

I think I grinned the entire ride back to the Tower. Apparently it was just the four of us going back as Robin and Star had plans to do something else. We were halfway back when I felt my stomach move in uncomfortable ways.

"Say, Cyborg," I said nonchalantly, "Could you pull over?"

"Why, what's up?" The cybernetic Teen Titan asked me. He looked up at me in the rearview mirror, "Oh shit."

Cyborg pulled over and I calmly got out. Then I bent over and with my hands on my knees I proceeded to empty my stomach into the gutter.

"Ewww, gross dude!" Beast Boy cried.

Cyborg looked at me again as I climbed back into the T-Car.

"Drinking a bit tonight?" he said with a hint of amusement.

"I have absolutely no idea what you're talking about," I slurred back at him. Raven rolled her eyes. She reached over and placed a cool hand on my forehead. Boy, it felt nice considering the headache that was brewing.

"Lie down."

I decided against arguing and laid my head on her lap. Raven glared up at Beast Boy and Cyborg who both had stunned expressions on their faces. Beast Boy's mouth actually hung open.

"Tell no one about this," Raven ordered.

She placed her cool hand back on my forehead and I noticed a muted white light. Then my headache suddenly vanished and my head cleared.

"You can sit up now."

I carefully sat up and blinked. All traces of a hangover were gone. Raven arched her eyebrow at me.

"Next time I'm going to let you suffer," she said simply. 

* * *

><p>Raven assumed the lotus position in her meditation circle. She cleared her mind and controlled her breathing. Found her center.<p>

"Azarath, Metrion, Zinthos," she chanted quietly.

As she entered her meditative state, she began to analyze her recent memories and experiences to better sort and organize them into her mind.

That Mark was attracted to Raven wasn't new information. She had already surmised that from his emotional state. What she wanted to do was to analyze her own feelins on the matter. To get a deeper understanding. She decided to break it down to a mental list of likes and dislikes.

He wasn't the skinniest guy in the world, but it gave the appearance of an almost cuddly teddy bear. DISLIKE.  
>He had a really kind face and a compassionate demeanor. LIKE.<br>He actually had a good sense of humor. LIKE.  
>He didn't seem the type to hide things. The man pretty much wore his heart on his sleeve. UNSURE.<br>He was fundamentally different from any other man Raven had ever known. Not a superhero, not a martial arts expert, just a regular person. INTRIGUED.  
>He had a beard. Actually, she kind of liked his beard. LIKE.<br>He had to have Cyborg pull over so he could puke from drinking. EXTREME DISLIKE, but he didn't barf in the car, so that's one in the plus column.  
>He collected action figures. DISLIKE.<p>

Raven pondered her mental list for a moment. She really didn't know a lot about Mark, aside from the conversation they had at the club. She decided he warranted more study before drawing a final conclusion.

* * *

><p>It was Monday. T-minus 5 days before my date with Raven. I realized that buying a car was now a high priority item for me, since driving was a fairly important element of most dates and I didn't want to depend on Uber or Lyft, though I had those apps on my phone.<p>

I opened a browser on one of my screens and plugged in craigslist while I popped open my banking app to see what money I had to work with. I froze when I saw my account.

I blinked. Holy shit.

I quickly opened another browser window and logged into Wayne Techs employee services page and pulled up my employee info. Then I sat in a stunned silence while I stared at my salary. I had definitely gotten a bump. A holy fuck-all the-universe-loves-me salary bump. I was now making seven and a half times more than I had as a regular fulltime employee back in Gotham. I wondered if I had somehow earned some outrageously good karma in a previous life. Everything about my life was just awesome. I had a great job that paid me obscenely well, I worked with people whom I had idolized, and I have a date with a woman whom I had been attracted to for a long time.

I nervously looked around. Was there a shoe somewhere just waiting to drop?

I shook myself and went back to craigslist.

By Wednesday, I had purchased a semi-decent used 2010 Ford Fiesta from a seller in Jump City. Prior to purchase, the seller had agreed to go with me to a local mechanic to have the car inspected for preexisting issues. When the mechanic gave the thumbs up, I paid the seller three grand and got the car registered. Then I got the insurance worked out and discovered that that was where the real pain was.

Living in a city like Jump meant that insurance rates were considerably higher. This was always the case for any location that had superheroes operating there. Supervillians were prone to causing lots of collateral damage to cars and buildings, so naturally car insurance and home insurance were stupid high. My annual premium for the car was almost equal to what I had paid for it, and that was just for liability, damage, and theft. Even then my deductible was almost a grand. At any rate, once all the paperwork had been signed, the registration fees and taxes paid to the city, I drove my shiny used Fiesta through the bay tunnel and parked my wheels in the Titan's garage.

Cyborg looked at my car. I could see him stifling a chuckle.

"So these the new wheels, huh?" he asked.

"Yup," I responded, "I got a pretty good deal with a private seller."

"Mhmm," Cyborg said. He pulled out a metal wand and plugged it into his arm. Then he tapped the display in his arm a couple of times and proceeded to run the wand over and around my car.

I blinked.

"What are you doing?"

"Oh, don't mind me," Cyborg responded, "I'm just scanning for bugs or tracking devices."

The Titan alert suddenly blasted through the Tower. A few moments later, the rest of the Teen Titans rushed into the garage.

Robin strode over to his R-cycle. "Plasmus is on the move again. Somehow he got out of containment." He jumped on his bike and put his helmet on. Then he glanced over at my car.

"That the new wheels?" Robin asked. I nodded. "Looks gas efficient and smart." He started up the bike.

"Hey Robin," I called out to him, "Give me a call if you guys want me to order some dinner or something."

Robin nodded. "Will do. TITANS GO!"

The R-cycle revved as Robin hit the accelerator and sped out of the garage and into the open tunnel. Cyborg jumped into the T-Car immediately followed suit.

"I do not look forward to this at all," Starfire said with a frown as she launched out of the open garage into the sky.

"This is gonna be so gross again, isn't it?" Beast Boy griped. He morphed into a hawk and followed Starfire.

Raven was quiet. She noticed me and gave me a nod before she flew out of the garage herself.

Three hours later, I was once again on my laptop in the main rec room when the elevator opened disgorging the five Teen Titans. This time they didn't look so beaten down and their eyes were immediately drawn to the pile of pizzas sitting hot and ready on the dining table. They were, however, very much covered with a purplish slime that stunk horrifically. I started to open my mouth when Beast Boy beat me to the punch.

"Don't say it," he grumbled, "we look like we we were at a demonic bukakke party. No offense Rae."

"None taken," Raven muttered, "We stink like it too."

"I was just going to ask you dears how work was today," I said, fighting down a grin.

"Well, we won," Robin said, "with minimal collateral damage. The city is always happy with that." He looked over at Cyborg. "But an attack from Plasmus just a few days after Cinderblock?"

"Something definitely stinks," Cyborg replied with a grimace as some of the purple goo dripped off his arm and onto the floor, "and not just us."

"This is going to be unpleasant to remove from my hair," Starfire said as she tried combing the stuff out with her fingers. She looked at Beast Boy. "Also, what is the 'bukakke?'"

"It's a type of pornography," Raven said. She lowered her hood. "Don't bother trying to find out more. You'll just be even more grossed out than you are now."

Raven's cloak had taken most of the purple goo, but it looked like she took a big hit. She unclasped her brooch and dropped the slime covered cloak on the floor. I was immediately struck with wonder at her bare legs. They were pale grey like the rest of her skin and they were long. Her body was like a tight hour-glass with lean muscle on all her limbs.

_Oh wow..._ I thought. Then I looked up at her face and found her watching me. I felt my face turn beet red and I looked away.

"W-well," I cleared my throat, hoping none of the other Titans had noticed me gawking at Raven, "The pizzas are fresh and still hot if you guys want to clean up." I glanced at the puddle of purple slime on the floor. "Is that shit easy to clean up?"

"We got a steam cleaner and carpet shampoo," Cyborg said as he wiped off his feet and legs with a towel, "You wouldn't believe some of the shit we've had to clean out of this rug."

"But we have become quite good at the cleaning with steam," Starfire said with a smile. She floated to the kitchen where she retrieved a few more towels.

"Oh man," Beast Boy practically whined as he stared at the boxed pizzas, "I'm so hungry..."

"Showers first," Robin said. He wiped more of the excess goo off his face and body with a towel, "We all stink."

"Some worse than usual," Raven smirked, looking at Beast Boy, "I'll be back for pizza." With that Raven opened a dark portal and disappeared, leaving her slime filled cloak on the floor. Robin's cape soon joined it.

Twenty minutes later, the Teen Titans reassembled in the rec room. I was standing near the slime puddle, staring at it apprehensively.

"I feel like we should be throwing down lime or something," I muttered to Cyborg.

"Yeah, Plasmus is some nasty stanky shit," Cyborg responded. He threw down a big cloth tarp over the mess. "Let's just eat. We're gonna clean this up later."


	3. Chapter 3

_Surprisingly, this story has had a lot of good support. I guess I touched on something slanted towards the unique by putting in an OC into a Teen Titans fanfic that was really just a regular chubby schlub. I said before that this wasn't a self-insert at all, but there are more than a few elements of myself mixed into Mark's personality. I've even noticed him using some of my own expressions. He's almost like my bastard child._

I_ completely appreciate the reviews I've gotten so far. It feels good knowing that there are people who like my work enough to give me a little con-crit advice or even just drop me some review love. Writing exclusively from Mark's POV presents some challenges as there are large plot activities happening behind the scenes that he simply wouldn't be aware of. I do think it's important to shift to Raven at times, but not often._

_I also have been trying to add some more dimension to the other Titans. So far I feel like I've been successful with Raven and the boys, but I do intend on working a bit more with Starfire. She has a bit of a peculiar demeanor and her dialogue feels a bit challenging, but I want her to have some depth in this story. It's too easy to make other characters in a fanfic seem like cardboard cutouts of themselves._

_I've also been mixing in some elements from the 'Teen Titan's Go!' comic book. If you haven't read any of those issues, I highly recommend it. I actually reference at least one or two incidents in this chapter that happened in the comic book._

_This chapter ended up becoming a bit lengthy, but I enjoyed writing it. Hopefully, everyone will continue to enjoy reading it. When this story is finally complete, I'll probably go back over it and do some re-writes and fixes. Clean things up more and correct any spelling and grammar errors I missed. Until then, please enjoy what I will continue to insist is a rough draft. ;-)_

_**Disclaimer here:** I don't own any of these characters. Except for Mark. I made him. He's mine._

_-MeatLips_

* * *

><p><em>We had traveled this long and dusty road for the better part of a fortnight. Our mounts were weary and plodding forward towards our destiny. My companions, Hrothgar the dwarven druid, Gwen the halfling cleric, and Kart the elven archer. Suddenly ahead of us on the road a hill giant loomed.<em>

_"We need to attack it," Hrothgar cried, "Lest it turn upon us and smite us with it's club!"_

_Summoning the power of Agoth, I cast a mighty fireball at the hill giant's back and inflicted considerable damage. My comrades followed suit with ranged attacks of their own. The hill giant finally turned to face us._

_"Why are you attacking me?" the giant bellowed.  
><em>

* * *

><p>"Remind me again, why are we attacking this thing?" I asked, looking up from my character sheet.<p>

"Hill giants are evil," Robin said, "so naturally we'd want to kill it."

"Dude, we're unloading our cookies on this hill giant just because hill giants are evil?" I gestured to the map on the big screen. "He didn't even do anything yet!"

"He COULD have attacked us..." Robin said sheepishly.

"So we decided to kill him? Dude was walking away from us!"

"But all hill giants are evil," Beast Boy said.

"That's like saying that all Jewish people are cheap and all black people are criminals!" I countered.

Beast Boy stared at me in wonder. "Dude, you are such a liberal!"

Cyborg cleared his throat from behind the game master's screen.

"While your party argued with each other," Cyborg said, "The hill giant called you a bunch of nasty names and walked off." He tapped his metal arm and the map cleared.

It was Thursday night. T-minus one day before Raven and I were going out for dinner. It had been a long time since I had last played Caverns & Monsters. It was a table-top rpg that I discovered to my delight that the boys of the Teen Titans were regular players and Cyborg an experienced Game Master.

Robin looked over at Cyborg.

"How far are we from the temple?"

"It's still a day's journey away and the sun has started to set."

"Ok," Robin said, looking up at the map, "Then we should find a place to camp and rest up." He glanced up at me. "That way you can recharge your spells and Beast Boy can level up Kart." He looked back at Cyborg. "Vic, I'm gonna have Gwen and Hrothgar work on creating some potions of healing."

Of the four of us, Cyborg and Robin each had a beer on the table that they had been sipping. After my fiasco on Sunday night, there was no way I planned on having ANY beer for a long while. So I nursed an icewater. Beast Boy was working on his fifth soda, so he was riding the sugar rush.

"We ended up losing all those experience points because Mark didn't want to hurt some hill giant's feelings," Beast Boy grumbled.

I glared back at Beast Boy. "You're still going up a level. And for the record, I'm not a liberal. I'm a moderate."

Beast Boy lifted his leg and let out a loud fart.

"That's all I got to say about moderates," Beast Boy said. He sniffed the air and cackled. "Oh dudes! Smell that bean burrito!"

"Dude!" Cyborg moaned. A little fan suddenly popped up on his shoulder and began blowing the foul air away from him.

"Oh come on, Vic," Robin growled, waving his character sheets in a desperate attempt to fend off the foul air. "You're blowing it back at the rest of us!"

I frowned at the changeling as I picked up my water. "You shit yourself, didn't you?"

"Not yet," Beast Boy replied with a wink.

"So where are you taking Raven tomorrow night, Mark?" Cyborg casually asked.

"I figured we'd do dinner, then head over to this nice cafe that's doing an open mic and... Wait, how do you know about that?"

Cyborg leaned over to me and tapped his cybernetic eye. It flashed with a red light.

"It's the eye," he said, "It sees all, knows all, and misses nothing." He leaned back again. "Also, Raven added it to her calendar a couple of days ago for Friday night: Dinner with Mark."

I blinked as Beast Boy stared at me with a wide grin.

"You dog! After Sunday night you finally made your move, huh?"

I held up a hand. "First of all, you looked at her private calendar? Isn't that kind of invading her privacy?"

Cyborg arched his single eyebrow at me.

"We all got shared calendars so we know when people aren't available. I'm also an admin, so I automatically see what people put in the calendars when they block off the time."

"Just make sure you don't puke your beer all over her," Beast Boy crowed.

I rubbed my face. "I am never going to live that down, am I?"

Both Cyborg and Beast Boy looked at each other, then looked at me and laughed.

"Not a chance!" Cyborg chuckled.

Robin shuffled his two character sheets and then looked me in the eye.

"Mark," he said, "It's cool that you got Raven to go out with you, but you need to be aware of one very important thing."

"What's that?"

"If you hurt her or upset her in any way, you're going to be in for some serious pain."

All three of the male Titans were staring hard at me.

I gulped. "I get it, you guys are family, so the threats make sense..."

"No no," Robin said, waving his hand, "I'm not talking about any of us. We wouldn't do anything. I'm saying Raven would probably turn you inside out."

Beast Boy nodded at that. "Raven is actually very very scary," he whispered to me, "This one time, Cy and me went into her room..."

Cyborg visibly shuddered. "I still have nightmares about that."

Robin laid his character sheets on the table.

"Actually, on a completely unrelated note, I was wondering if you could take a quick look at something."

I blinked at the subject shift. "Um, sure, yeah. What do you need?"

Robin pulled out his tablet and scrolled through some items before he handed it to me. I looked at the document.

"This looks like a list of some military spec network equipment," I said. I scrolled through the list and whistled. "This is seriously heavy duty stuff."

"Do you have any idea what someone could do with that equipment?" Robin asked.

"Well..." I pointed at one of the items on the list. "This thing here can be used to act as a network relay. You'd slap this on a cell tower and it clones wireless signal. This other thing here would be spliced into a fiber cable to relay light signals over dedicated WAN links." I continued to scroll through the list. "This is all serious hardware. You could crack into a country's infrastructure with this stuff."

I looked up at Robin.

"Where did you get this?"

Robin crossed his arms. "That's a list of things that have been stolen over the last week. Specifically on the nights we had to go deal with Cinderblock and Plasmus."

"So those two rejects were basically distractions," Cyborg said, "To keep us from noticing this other stuff being stolen."

"That's my current theory," Robin agreed, "But what I can't figure out is what they want to hack."

"Maybe they want to hack us good guys," Beast Boy said absently while working on his character sheet.

The three of us stared at the changeling for a moment.

"You could be onto something, BB," Robin finally said with a thoughtful look on his face.

Beast Boy looked up and blinked. "Really? You mean like, I could actually be right about something?"

Robin looked back at me.

"If Beast Boy is right," he said, "you need to be hyper-vigilant when you go out of the Tower. Keep an eye out for anyone who may seem to be following you or watching you."

"You think I should be worried?" I asked.

Robin shrugged. "Better safe than sorry."

"Well, I've finished leveling up Kart," Beast Boy said, "We playin'?"

"Before we continue playing," I replied, motioning my hand towards them, "I just wanted to say that I feel like I know you guys well enough now to reveal some of my own dark secrets. Come closer. I don't want this to get out."

The three Titans leaned over the table towards me. "What is it, Mark?" Robin asked.

I lifted my leg and ripped out a loud fart.

"DUDE!" Beast Boy laughed, falling back into his seat. He looked me in the eye with a fanged grin. "You shit yourself, didn't you?"

"Not yet," I winked back.

* * *

><p>Friday morning found me opening boxes in my room. There was a knock at my door.<p>

"Hey dude," Beast Boy said when I opened the door, "You told me to come and see you. My laptop in?"

"Yeah," I replied, "Just give me a minute."

Beast Boy looked at all the boxes as I turned to finish unpacking them.

"This the rest of your stuff?"

"Yup, I finally got around to having them shipped from my storage unit back home."

The green changeling's eyes widened when he saw my acoustic guitar on a stand in the corner.

"Dude! Do you play?"

I shrugged. "I used to play a lot back in high school. Haven't had much time to get back into it. I'm hoping I can start up again."

Beast Boy reached over and picked up the guitar. "Do you mind?"

"Go ahead, knock yourself out."

I continued to empty the box I had open, when I heard the most amazing sound behind me. I turned and saw Beast Boy picking a complex and melodic riff on my guitar. His eyes were closed as he ran through some scales and finger-picked some familiar tunes. I blinked in awe.

"Holy shit, dude," I murmumred when he finished, "you're good!"

Beast Boy gave me a toothy grin and strummed some chords.

"When you're not training or fighting bad guys," he said, "you tend to find yourself with time to kill. My foster mom taught me how to play before I came here, so I practice a lot."

"Well, I'm not gonna embarass myself by trying to top you," I said, taking the guitar back, "I've got your laptop in my office. Let's go get you squared away."

I put the guitar back on the stand and we went next door to my office. I took Beast Boy's new laptop out of a drawer and put it on my desk.

"Whoa," Beast Boy murmured, looking at the sweet lines of his new machine, "It's so thin!"

"Yup," I said proudly, "It's the latest ultrabook design. It's got Microware Panels 10 on it. I had it loaded with sixteen gigs of ram, latest Inpro i7 cpu, three terabyte SSD, and a 2K screen resolution. The games you can play on this will blow your mind and the porn will look so realistic, it will be like the girls are reaching out of the screen to play with your junk."

"Wow," he whispered in awe.

I opened up the laptop.

"Now pay attention," I said as it booted up, "I'm gonna show you these browser plugins I installed."

The laptop came up with a passphrase prompt.

"This is one of the more important features," I lectured, "The drive is encrypted. You need to unlock it with a passphrase." I typed in the passphrase I had selected. "Currently your passphrase is 'In the forests of the night' with a capital 'I' at the beginning, but you can change that to whatever you want later."

Beast Boy blinked at that. "In the forests of the night? What's that from?"

"William Blake poem," I replied, "It's called 'The Tyger.' You should read some poetry on occasion. Also I thought it was fitting since you can like, turn into tigers and stuff."

Beast Boy grinned. "I kind of like it!'

"It's up to you." I opened up the browser. "Now this is called 'No-Script.' It will prevent any webpage from running any scripts without asking you. This one is called 'Ad-Block' and it will keep any errant pop-ups or ads from showing up."

I showed him the firewalling software I had also installed.

"This will prevent any programs from connecting out to anything you aren't aware of," I continued, "And this thing right here will keep your machine virus free." I clicked open another icon. "This is the VPN app for connecting to the Titan Tower network when you aren't in the tower."

After showing him a few more things, I shutdown the laptop and packed it into a leather laptop bag with its power supply. I then ceremoniously handed it to the changeling.

"Now, my son," I said, "Take this device and go in peace. Do not do unto others what you would do unto yourself, at night, with headphones on. Also, bring me your old machine so that I may properly dispose of it."

"Sure thing dude," Beast Boy said with a grin. He suddenly transformed into a green tiger, dominating my office. He hooked the bag handle with one large tooth, gave me a wink, and bounded out of my office door.

"ROCKIN' IN THE FORESTS OF THE NIGHT!" I heard him bellow from down the hall.

I shook my head.

"I am never gonna get used to that," I muttered, staring at my open door. Then I grinned. "THAT WAS AWESOME!"

* * *

><p>Friday night found me standing next to my red Fiesta inside the Titan's garage and waiting for Raven. I had trimmed up my face fur again and actually bought a new pair of dress slacks and a nice dark blue dress shirt that hopefully downplayed my paunch.<p>

At 6:30 pm, a black portal suddenly opened next to me and Raven stepped out of it. She wore a dark violet cocktail styled dress that ended just a few inches above her knees with a sensible pair of matching flat shoes. Her hair was her usual style, but there was a hint of some eyeshadow and she wore some lip gloss. She also wore a short black sweater vest that came halfway down. She clutched a matching purse in her hand.

I stood there for a moment, stunned at her beauty, before she cleared her throat.

"Are we going?" Raven asked dryly.

"Oh yeah!" I started. I quickly opened the passenger side door for her and she climbed into my car.

"So where are we headed?" Raven asked as I got in the drivers side and started the car. I headed towards the tunnel to the city.

"There's a place downtown called Emma's," I replied, "They do a mixture of Italian and American cuisine. Then I figured if things are going well, we could head over to a cafe called the Overhang for open mic night."

Raven arched an eyebrow at that. "I've been to the Overhang. It's nice."

We pulled up to Emma's twenty minutes later. The valet opened our doors for us and gave me a ticket. I gulped a bit, wondering what dinner at Emma's was going to cost me. Then I glanced at the vision of beauty that was Raven and decided it didn't matter.

"Reservation for two under Goldman," I said to the maitre d'. The man smiled brightly at us.

"Of course," he said, "right this way."

He led us to a table in the back of the restaurant and handed us our menus. For a Friday night, the place was especially busy. I secretly congratulated myself on making reservations on Wednesday.

The waiter approached our table. "Hi, my name is Chad and I'll be taking care of you tonight. Can I start you off with some drinks?"

I had already decided against drinking any alcoholic beverage that night, especially after Raven had witnessed me barfing my brains out on Sunday.

"Um, I'll just have a water."

Raven glanced up at Chad. "What kinds of tea do you have?"

"I can bring you over a selection," the waiter replied.

"Ok, tea then for me."

"I'll be right back with your drinks."

Chad walked off and the two of us went back to looking at the menu. He returned a few minutes later with a water for me and a teacup and saucer with a little pot of hot water. He set the drinks down and took out a box that contained a selection of different teas. I watched as Raven selected an Earl Grey.

"Have you guys decided or do you need a few more minutes?" Chad asked.

"I'm going to go with the chicken marsala with a small caesar to start," I said, closing the menu.

Raven sat looking at her menu for a moment longer, and I sat looking at her face. Her nose was slightly wrinkled in thought and there was a slight wrinkle on her forehead just below the red jewel. She glanced up at me like she knew I had been staring.

"The sirloin I think," she said, "with a house salad."

"How would you like that cooked?"

"Rare please."

Chad collected our menus. "I'll get those orders right in. I'll be back in a few with your salads."

We sat looking at each other after Chad had walked away.

"So this is where we start talking with each other," Raven finally said, "right?"

I blinked. "Yeah, that's right!" I took my glasses off and rubbed my nose. Then I smiled at her. "I'm sorry, Raven. It's actually been a little while since the last time I've been on a date."

Raven gave me a small smile back.

"It's probably been even longer for me," she said.

"I thought you said you used to date that goth dude."

"Yeah," Raven replied, "We dated for a few months. Then there was an... incident. I managed to embarrass him, so he broke it off."

"Hmm, I can't imagine you doing anything that would embarrass a goth dude." I cocked my head. "You tell him that you liked rainbows or something?"

Raven hesitated. "It's... hard to explain." She looked back at me. "How about you? Why did your goth girlfriend dump you?"

I winced. "She didn't dump me per se..."

"So you broke it off with her?"

I thought about it for a moment. "Ok, I'll lay out my cards here. Yeah, she dumped me."

Our salads arrived and we began to eat.

"So..." Raven said, "What happened?"

I blinked. "Oh, with my ex?"

"Yes."

"There were some... compatibility issues," I said.

"Such as?"

"Well, she was from Japan originally, and she found out that I liked anime and stuff..." I scratched the back of my head absently. "She actually hates that stuff. Also, she didn't like that my..."

I stopped with my eyes widened.

"Um... it was just compatibility issues," I finished.

Raven arched her eyebrow at that.

"I see."

"Never mind about her," I said quickly, "I'd like to learn more about you. Where are you from?"

Raven looked at me thoughtfully as she chewed some salad. She swallowed.

"That's a bit of a complex answer," she responded.

"If you don't want to talk about it..."

"No, it's alright," Raven said. She took a deep breath. "I came from an inter-dimensional realm called Azarath."

I blinked. "Really? That's cool! So your folks live there?"

Raven blinked. "You seem to be taking the whole inter-dimensional thing pretty well."

"I work for superheroes," I replied, "also, have you seen the world we live in? Superman? Wonder-Woman?"

Raven nodded. "Point taken. Anyway, my mother still lives in Azarath. My father..." She trailed off for a moment. "Let's just say he wasn't the loving father type."

"Oh," I said, "So you don't get along well with your old man, huh?"

"Definitely not."

"I can kind of understand," I said, "My dad wasn't there at all when I was growing up. Were your parents divorced or something?"

"My parents weren't married, at least not in a conventional sense."

"I guess that can be a good thing, especially if your dad was an asshole. So he doesn't live in Azarath?"

Raven put her fork down. "I should probably just tell you this. My father was an inter-dimensional demon named Trigon. He was brutal and evil and almost conquered this world."

I blinked. "I guess he was a world-class asshole."

Raven picked her fork up again. "That's putting it mildly."

"So you're half-demon?"

"Yes, does that bother you?"

I shook my head. "Please see the previous statement about the world we live in. Also, I'm half Ukrainian."

Raven looked at me for a moment. "What does that have to do with this?"

"Have you seen the Ukraine? Those people are crazy!"

Raven gave me a small smile. I was beginning to understand her facial expressions and I had determined that those small smiles was the Raven way of laughing out loud.

"Anyway," I said, "I guess it doesn't really compare to having a demonic entity as your father."

I was quiet for a few moments.

"It must be hell on Father's day. Boo-yah!"

Raven stopped eating again and stared at me with a frown.

"Never say the word 'boo-yah' to me again."

I looked down at the table.

"Sorry," I said sheepishly. Then I heard a light chuckle and looked up to see her with her small smile again.

"It was a little bit funny though," She arched an eyebrow, "Just a LITTLE bit."

Our main meals arrived and we dug in.

"So," Raven said as she cut into her steak, "What's your story? Aside from the goth girl that dumped you."

"Well, my mother was a nice Jewish girl from Boston and my father was a former criminal."

Raven arched her eyebrow again.

"A criminal? From the Ukraine?"

I nodded. "Yup. I guess he worked for some gang in Gotham. Batman took them down apparently. My father got his nose broken by Batman himself. My mom said he was actually proud of that." I shrugged. "My dad was really weird. Anyway, he moved to Boston after he got out of prison and he met and married my mom. They had my sister and then had me ten years later."

Raven swallowed some steak. "That's quite an age gap."

"You got that right," I sighed, "My sister is now married with two kids. She treats me like kid number three. My dad sort of disappeared after I was born, so I'm not surprised my sister treats me like that."

"So you pretty much grew up without a father."

"It didn't sound like your dad showed up for family meals or holidays either. So I guess that makes two of us." I gave her a wink and a smile.

Raven cut into her steak some more as I chewed on my chicken marsala.

"So why were you so into the Teen Titans?" Raven asked after a moment.

I blinked at that for a moment. "Well, I was pretty introverted in high school. I didn't really have many friends, but I liked following the JLU and their superheroes. Boston doesn't really have many hometown heroes, so it was like all the superhero action was worlds away. Then I heard a new team of young heroes had formed over on the west coast. I knew about Robin because he worked with Batman, but the rest of you guys were all new. There was just something appealing about you."

"So the action figures?"

"Heh," I chuckled sheepishly, "Well yeah, I did collect your action figures. I'm not ashamed to admit it."

Raven nodded at that, then put her utensils down on her empty plate.

"That steak was actually really good," she said.

I looked down at the chicken marsala. "This was pretty good too, but way too much. I think I'm gonna take the rest of it home."

Chad appeared at our table. I asked him to wrap up my marsala.

"Can I interest you folks in some dessert? Some tea or coffee?" Chad asked as he lifted my plate.

I glanced at Raven. She nodded.

"Sure, what's on the menu?"

"Well," the waiter began, "We have a fine New York cheesecake with a graham cracker crust and a strawberry sauce, an amazing chocolate fudge cake with a mocha frosting, and we have a fantastic carrot cake."

Raven looked at me. "Do you want to split a cheesecake slice?" she asked.

I couldn't think of anything I'd rather be doing than splitting a dish of cheesecake with Raven. I played it cool.

"Cheesecake? Hell yeah!"

The waiter grinned. Then he cleared the rest of our plates. "I'll bring that right on over."

A few minutes later, Chad returned with a slice of cheesecake, two spoons, my wrapped marsala, and the check, of course.

"I can take that whenever you're ready," he said. Then he walked away.

I could tell that Raven was especially enjoying the cheesecake as she had her small smile on continuously as we ate. And it was delicious. The cheesecake, not her smile. However I liked them both a real lot.

When we finished, Raven sat back and put her hands on her stomach.

"Ugh, I'm really full," she muttered.

"Yeah," I said as I looked at the bill, "I'm spackled lips to asshole." I froze and looked up at her. She was staring at me, then she chuckled and smiled her smile.

"Heh, I meant that I'm full too," I said sheepishly.

"I don't think I've ever heard anyone say they were 'spackled lips to asshole' to describe being full," Raven said, still smiling.

"I'm sorry," I replied, still feeling sheepish, "something about you just makes my guard go down. I'm usually much more refined that that."

"It might have been unrefined," Raven smiled, "but still funny." She looked at the bill in my hand and started to take out her purse.

"I got it," I said, waving her purse away, "my mother raised me to be chivalrous, so I always pay for dates."

Raven arched an eyebrow at that.

"You know, that could be construed as a little chauvinistic."

I blinked. "So women would rather not get free meals on dates?"

"I didn't say I that I construed it that way." 

* * *

><p>I paid the valet and tipped him, then we headed over to the Overhang. It was around 8:30 pm when we got there. We sat in a booth at the back so we could talk more.<p>

"I was curious about one thing," I said as we settled in.

"What's that?" Raven asked.

"Well, I would think that more people would recognize you. You are a Teen Titan. Kind of a celebrity."

Raven shrugged. "I'm definitely not complaining," she said, "I like my privacy. Also, I'm usually in uniform when in public and I keep my hood up."

A waitress came over and placed a couple of hot teas in front of us. Up on the stage in the front, a man in a trench coat was reading a poem about dogs.

I put some sugar in my tea as Raven began to sip hers.

"I guess that does make life easier," I said as I began to sip my tea, "no paparazzi to harass you."

"When Rob and Star go out," Raven said, "they get hounded plenty. Beast Boy loves the attention, I think. He sees a camera, he drops whatever he's doing and poses. Sometimes as different animals."

"What about Cyborg?"

"I'm not sure about him," Raven replied, "He actually does have a girlfriend in the city, but he's apparently really smart about how he sees her."

I blinked at that. "That dude has a girlfriend? Wow, good for him!"

"Yeah, he met her while he was doing some public outreach with amputee children." Raven looked down at her empty teacup and frowned. "I don't remember ordering this. Do you?"

I looked at my own teacup. My head was feeling a little weird. Like it was filling with cotton.

"Not me."

Raven was looking at me funny. Her eyes flashed red for a brief second. So fast, I almost missed it. Her face looked a little flushed.

"Maybe we should get out of here... go for walk or somethin'" I slurred. I blinked in surprise. Was that my voice? My eyes were feeling a little heavy.

Raven reached into her purse and pulled out a couple of twenties. She dropped them on the table and climbed to her feet. Then she grabbed my arm and pulled me up.

"Let's go," she muttered. Her face looked very flushed now.

We staggered outside.

"Uh..." I mumbled, "I think you'd better drive. I can't seem to keep my eyes open or sumthin'."

We started to walk past an alley way when Raven suddenly pulled us both in and pushed me up against the wall. Her eyes seemed to glow slightly red now.

"Ok?" I managed to get out.

She grabbed my head and pulled me down to her lips and kissed me. Passionately. I felt her tongue enter my mouth, then a black portal opened behind me in the wall and I felt us fall backwards.

* * *

><p>Raven's head hurt. She sat up in bed, her mind in a disarray of disjointed memories. Then she looked next to her and realized she wasn't alone in her bed. Mark lay there on his back, lightly snoring. His chest bare above the covers. Definitely chubby. Then it hit Raven that Mark's presence in her bed seemed out of place compared to her usual mornings.<p>

She started to climb out of bed when she also realized she was completely naked. Also, going by the residue between her legs and the sticky feeling of dried sweat on her body, it became clear that they hadn't just been sleeping in the same bed. The disjointed memories suddenly made sense. Raven got up and seated herself in a lotus position in her meditation circle. She cleared her mind as she slowly levitated above the floor.

"Azarath, Metrion, Zinthos," she quietly chanted.

The memories began to paint a strange picture in her mind. Her pulling Mark into an alleyway. Passionate kissing. Then opening a portal back to her room in the Tower. She practically tore the clothing from Mark's body. She was finally able to identify the peculiar taste in her mouth.

_Oh Azar... I had that in my mouth... and I swallowed..._

She blushed a little when she remembered that the thing in question hadn't exactly been small.

Then Raven recalled the main act itself. Also passionate. It was like she had raped Mark, though he seemed a willing participant. She remembered the orgasms that wracked her body. Raven opened her eyes and glanced up at her ceiling.

Every overhead light was blown.

* * *

><p>It was a lurid dream I was having. I wanted to classify it as yet another wet dream. I was having sex with Raven and she was on top. Oh man, it felt good.<p>

"Wake up."

I smacked my lips and opened my eyes slowly. Melvin would be hungry and demanding food. Usually he would just sit on my head and paw at my face, but for some reason he was telling me to wake up. In Raven's voice.

"Mark, wake up."

I reached for my glasses on the night stand, except they weren't there. I sat up and that's when the pain in my head hit me. I cradled my face in my hands.

"Oh god, my head."

_Wait, why am I naked?_

At that point I began to question the veracity of my dream. Then I looked to the side and squinted. I saw Raven sitting there on the bed, a sheet wrapped around her body and an unreadable expression on her face.

"Oh my god," I whispered, "Raven? Did we...?"

"Yes," she said simply.

My mind felt like it was going to implode.

"Did I," I began stammering, "Did I date rape you? Oh my god! What have I done? Oh my god! Raven, I'm so sorry!"

Raven put a finger to my lips.

"Mark, shut up," she said, "I'm not entirely clear how we ended up having sex, but I'm very certain that it wasn't because you forced me to."

"But maybe I took advantage of you!" I said urgently, pulling her finger away, "What if I did something? Oh my god, Raven! How could this be consensual? Did I ask you? Did you say yes?"

Raven grabbed my face between her warm hands and stared into my eyes.

"Calm. Down."

I took her hands in mine. "You don't understand, Raven," I babbled, wide-eyed, "I've been in love with you since my senior year of high school! I would never want to hurt you or force you into something you didn't want to do! I need to tell Robin! I need to turn myself in!"

Raven gripped my hands. "Mark."

I stopped talking as I stared into her amethyst eyes. "I... just admitted out loud that I loved you, didn't I?"

"Yes," Raven said, "you did."

I felt my face grow immensely hot as I blushed furiously.

"I... I need to go." I jumped out of the bed and began frantically grabbing my clothes from the floor. My pants and shirt looked like they had been mauled by a mountain lion. My underwear... was in pieces. I put on what I could and ran for the door to open it. Beast Boy stood there looking surprised.

"Whoa, dude!" he exclaimed. He looked at my clothes and I saw him sniffing the air. The surprise on his face grew as his eyebrows went up so high, I thought they would disappear under his hair. "You and Raven... already?"

I pushed past him and ran for the stairway. I didn't hear Raven call my name as I disappeared down the stairs. 

* * *

><p>"So. what did you find?"<p>

Cyborg leaned against the counter in the infirmary next to the chemical analyzer and looked at Raven.

"Looks like traces of Rohypnol in your urine," he said, "When do you think Mark spiked your drink?"

The emotions rolling of Cyborg were almost overwhelming to Raven. Betrayal, fury, a desire to hurt someone.

"Mark didn't spike my drink," Raven said.

"How can you be sure?"

"Vic, we had literally just sat down when someone brought over two cups of tea. We didn't order it, but we drank it like a couple of idiots." Raven rubbed her face. "We were so engrossed in our conversation, I didn't even think to check to see if anyone around us had hostile intentions. I let my guard down. I screwed up."

Raven looked back up at Cyborg. "Vic, you have to get a sample from Mark and see if he also has traces of this stuff."

Cyborg blinked for a moment. "Raven, if you both were roofied, how did you end up in bed together?"

Raven looked away and rubbed her arms. "That class of drug actually has a different affect on people like me."

"People like you?"

"Half-demons."

Cyborg arched an eyebrow. "What does it do to you?"

Raven mumbled something.

"What was that? Big bro can't hear you."

Raven's eyes flashed white and she glared at Cyborg as black energy enveloped the light above. It sparked dangerously.

"It makes half-demons become sexually aroused and aggressive," she growled, "Ok?"

Cyborg blinked again.

"That would actually be... funny," he finally said, "if it wasn't so weird." 

* * *

><p>I sat in my room on the bed and stroked Melvin. My mind was in a complete disarray. On one hand, I had sex with someone whom I'd been in love with for a long time. On the other hand, I only could seem to remember bits and pieces of the experience. On the third hand (hands are dumb to use for this kind of comparison) I had no idea how or why we ended up in the sack. I had begun to suspect that I'd been drugged somehow. Maybe the tea?<p>

My phone buzzed and I picked it up.

"H-hello?"

"Dude," Cyborg said, "Get your ass down to the infirmary."

The phone clicked as he disconnected.

When I opened the door to the infirmary, Cyborg tossed me a plastic cup with a sealed lid.

"Go fill this and bring it back to me," he said.

I squinted at the cup in my hands stupidly. "Fill it with what?"

"Here's a hint," Cyborg responded sarcastically, "I'm not talking about your hopes and dreams."

I came back a few minutes later and handed him the sample. He took it and ran it through the chemical analyzer. After a few minutes, he looked at the results.

"Well, shit."

"What is it?" I asked.

He turned to look at me. "You got traces of Rohypnol."

"What the hell is that?"

"Roofie, dude." Cyborg turned to look at me again. "Both you and Raven got roofied last night." 

* * *

><p>I sat there in the conference room. I felt like absolute trash. Shit. A filthy bastard of a human being. How could I have let that happen to Raven? And how could I have taken advantage of her... I think?<p>

Robin sat at the head of the table, his gloved hands clasped. His face was mostly unreadable. Cyborg sat across from me.

"So to be clear," Robin said, "You and Raven went out to dinner and then you woke up in bed together? That's it in a nutshell?"

"Well, not exactly like that," I said softly, "We went to Emma's for dinner, then we went to the Overhang. After that, it's kind of blurry."

I felt tears forming in my eyes and I stared at the table.

"I'm so sorry, Robin," I whispered, "I don't know what happened, but I accept the blame. I think I may have date-raped Raven and I think I need to go to the police."

The door slid open admitting Raven. I couldn't bear to even look at her for what I had done.

"Both their urine tests came back positive for Rohypnol," Cyborg said, "so they both got roofied."

Raven sat down across from me next to Cyborg. Then she put my glasses on the table. I gratefully picked them up and put them on.

"Listen to me carefully, Mark," Raven said. She glanced up at Cyborg and Robin. "And I don't expect this information to leave this room, right Robin? Cyborg already knows."

Robin just nodded. Raven then looked back to me.

"Mark, I'm half-demon," she continued, "so some drugs affect me differently then regular people. Drugs like Rohypnol..." she hesitated, "well, they don't make me sleepy or woozy. They actually cause an increase in the flow of certain hormones in my body. They intensify specific desires and emotions..."

I blinked. "So what are you saying?"

For the first time since I met her, Raven blushed.

"It makes me aroused and aggressive," she admitted, "Er, in a sexual way. In fact, since the Rohypnol probably affected you like a normal human, the likely scenario here is that I brought you back to my room without asking you."

My mind was blown. The girl of my dreams just told me that she thought she might have actually date-raped me. Could that happen?

Robin and Cyborg looked at each other.

"This officially takes the cake as the most awkward and fucked up conversation I've ever been privy to," Cyborg said.

"Agreed, this really is awkward as hell," Robin muttered, scratching the back of his head. He looked at me. "Do you want to press charges?"

I blinked again. "Press charges?" I asked dumbfounded, "Fuck no! No, I don't want to press charges!"

I grabbed Raven's hands in mine. "I don't know exactly what happened last night or who roofied our tea, but I wouldn't trade what happened for anything!" I felt my own face get hot. "I was so wrapped up thinking I did something wrong to you... I forgot to ask you what your feelings were!"

Raven turned red again. "Well... I didn't hate what happened between us."

Robin drummed his fingers on the table and the two of us looked back over at him.

"Before this gets all angsty and weirder," Robin said, "We need to figure out why this happened and who would have done it."

Cyborg nodded in agreement. "Yeah, why would someone slip the two of you roofies? What would be the purpose of that?"

Robin scratched his chin. "Vic, what's the usual human response to that stuff?"

"Drowsiness, confusion, anterograde amnesia... It's why it's considered a date-rape drug."

I blinked. "Wait, what's the amnesia one?"

"Anterograde amnesia," Robin replied, "It means you wouldn't remember things that might have happened while you were on it."

Cyborg looked at me for a moment.

"How quickly did you start feeling weird?" he asked.

I scratched my head. "I don't know, exactly. I remember Raven asking if I remembered ordering that tea."

"It started affecting me within twenty minutes or so," Raven said. She looked back at me. "You started slurring your words a little around that time."

"Hmm," Cyborg pondered.

"What is it?"

"Well, Rohypnol usually peaks out after two hours, but it sounds like it hit you two pretty fast."

Robin looked thoughtful.

"You thinking what I'm thinking, Vic?"

"That maybe this was a kidnapping attempt?" Cyborg responded.

My eyes widened.

"Why would anyone want to kidnap Raven?" I asked stupidly.

Raven looked at me again.

"Aside from the fact that there are more than a few people who would love to have me or anyone else in the Tower as prisoners, they were more than likely looking to kidnap you."

"Oh..." I said dumbly, "Well, why would anyone want to kidnap me?"

"That's what we need to find out," Robin replied, "Me and Vic are going to head down to the Overhang and talk to some people. Somebody had to have seen the person who served your tea."

"My car is still parked down there," I said, feeling a little dazed, "It's got my leftover chicken marsala in the back seat."

"Give me your keys," Robin said, "We'll bring it back for you."

I handed him my car keys. "Thanks."

"We need to talk," Raven said to me. She looked at Cyborg and Robin. "Alone."

Robin nodded and he and Cyborg left the conference room.

"We should... talk... about what happened," Raven said.

I looked into her beautiful amethyst eyes.

"Raven," I said, "I know what happened wasn't ideal and certainly wasn't something we intended..."

"You were my first."

I blinked.

"I'm sorry?"

"I said you were my first... lover."

I wasn't quite sure how to respond to her. She went on.

"Mark, I really do like you, and I want to get to know you better," Raven continued, "but I'm simply not someone who can afford to let her baser instincts rule her..."

I blinked.

"Are you trying to tell me that you don't kiss on the first date or something?"

Raven blushed again and I noticed black energy beginning to surround the overhead lights.

"I'm saying I need to be in optimum control of my emotions," she said finally. She pointed at the energy around the lights. "Otherwise that happens."

"Raven," I said softly. She met my eyes. "I was afraid I babbled out too much this morning, but those are my real feelings. I'd love for us to, um, do what we did last night again... but I'd like that to happen while we're both sober and not being influenced by any drugs."

"I can't guarantee that may happen again," Raven said simply.

I nodded. "I can accept that." I paused for a moment. "On a more personal but related note... did we um, use any uh... protection... last night?"

Raven shook her head. "No, but I've been on the pill since the age of fourteen. It helps me regulate my cycle." She looked at me for a moment. "Since we're laying out all the personal questions now... do you mind if I ask you something?"

I shrugged. "Sure, go ahead."

"Your... penis. It's much larger than average, isn't it?"

I felt my face grow hot. I wasn't quite sure what the right answer to that was.

"Um... uh... w-why do you ask?"

Raven arched an eyebrow. Her face was still flushed, so I could tell this wasn't the most comfortable question for her either.

"Well, after last night... let's just say that I'm walking a bit funny right now and leave it at that."

I took my glasses off and rubbed my eyes.

"Ok, this is definitely the most awkward as fuck conversation I've ever had."

"We don't have to talk about it," she said.

"No no, it's ok," I replied with a sigh.

"Was your size the reason your ex broke up with you?"

I blinked at that. "Well, that question sort of came out of left field." I sat back. "Raven, me and the ex had so many other issues, my penis size was only a minor part. At any rate, I don't think I'm that big to be honest."

I leaned forward and took her hand it mine. I looked at it and marveled at how despite being so small and smooth, it felt so strong.

"I don't really know why that happened to us last night," I finally said. I looked up into her amethyst eyes. "But I do know that I really enjoyed your company and conversation and I'd really like to go out with you again. We could just pretend a lot of this didn't happen and start over. You know, like regular people. Maybe build a relationship."

A small smile lifted the corners of Raven's mouth. She hesitantly placed her other hand over mine and I felt my heart skip a beat.

"I really had a good time with you too, Mark," Raven said, "and yes, I'd like to go out with you again." She arched an elegant eyebrow. "But lets skip the Overhang next time."


End file.
